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self, saying that it was late; she must go to the Castle and
dress.

But Ballater was without mercy.

"That's what comes of going for walks when tennis
is over." He waved his hand towards his flower border.
"No time for the important things of life. Or the important
people."

"Shall I come and dig in your garden?" she said. "Will
that satisfy you?"

"For heaven's sake, no! You're a bit late on it in the
middle of May. Although," he added, going into the
house, "to save a celibate scholar from interruption, I'll
give you a patch to weed after tennis every day."

He kissed his hand to her with a flourish and was gone.
The clumsy banter was ended. She stood beside Lewis,
staring across the valley.

"It is true," she said.

"Whatr"^

"That I interrupt you."

"No."

After a silence, forcing herself to look at him, "But it
might become true," she said, and added, "for both of us,
I mean."

Ballater's flowers were bending their heads to a ground-
wind and a sharp gust hissed in the foliage overhead. A
cloud moved over the sun, which was near to setting.

"Good night, Lewis," she said. "I've been happy to-
day."

When she had been gone a little while, Ramsdell thrust
his head out of an upper window.

"You'd better come in for your gin and bitters, Alison.
There are some dispatches, too, in the Handelsblad. Come
and translate 'em like a good fellow."

Lewis's work went forward steadily, but beneath the
calm of his scholarship was the undercurrent of a secret
and opposed delight. Hour by hour he made his way while
seated at Dirk's table, but all his being, sleeping or waking,